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on her heavy woolen coat and gloves, as her skin actually
blistered through her thin silk dress.

She had a long veil pinned over her helmet and wound
round her head and shoulders. Its ends began to come
loose and whip about in the wind. She couldn't find
pins enough to hold it. It kept coming loose, slapping
us both in the faces, pulling her helmet askew. I was
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sorry for her at first, then irritated, and presently I was
God-damning all women, and we hated each other bit-
terly. It was worse than murders and bandits.

Things began to ping against my shoulder and the
side of the car. I thought they were little stones, but
they turned out to be grasshoppers. Soon we were run-
ning through clouds of them. They battered the wind-
shield and came in at the side. Those which weren't
stunned by the impact crawled all over us. We forgot
our hatred as we fought them off. They spat "tobacco
juice3* like any Christian grasshoppers, but swarmed like